The Pimple 


(a poem) 


I've been brewing for a while, 

I may be ugly but I am not vile 
I'm just a little bit o' pus 
no need to make such a fuss. 

I can't help the state I'm in, 
slowly growing in your skin. 

You've tried creams, you've tried gels 
but I'm still here (with white blood cells) 

I know the day will soon come 
when you will squeeze me 'till I'm numb. 
I will try and do my best 
to evacuate your epidermis 

Just please don't hurt me 

with your hand 

I'm just visiting 

from a sebaceous gland. 



Before you know it 
I'll disappear 
so wear your smile 
and be of good cheer! 
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